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1UT what can one say about Glastonbury? If
there is a county in England where more than
elsewhere an open-minded person is forced to
regret the Reformation,, and its child the Great Rebel-
lion (both run by Welshmen in unconscious revenge),
it is Somerset. The whole county, still rich in treasure,
is covered with things destroyed, ruined, or despoiled:
and as one sees the brick suburbs crawling out along
the roads, and the tea-houses, and the petrol-stations,
one wonders whether the time is not in sight when
almost everything worth looking at in what was once
the loveliest of all counties will not have been made
by Nature, with whom man, as lately as the Wars of
the Roses (during which Eton, King's and thousands
of parish churches were built), used happily to co-operate.
Sanitation was not good in the Middle Ages. The
Indian proverb ("The nearer the village the greater
the stink") would have been applicable to England
then. Lunatics were burnt as witches. Plague and
famine swept the country. So they do now: the plague
of ugliness and the starvation of the soul. Pathetically
we rush about "saving" this, that, and the other, and
trying to "stop" things, instead of releasing our creative
energies for a further addition to the beauty of our
earth; and the things we try to save are usually the
work of those abused monks, against whom war is still
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